The Safety Catch
pavement looked on at this organized pomp of peace. Inside the
car, silence reigned. Mr. Trumper was reflecting that he could
command nearly fifty thousand heroes, like the three hundred at
his back. Joe Gearie thought how wonderful it was that he and he
alone could create all this stir; and the Leader sat, erect and sphinx-
like, ready to be photographed any minute.
The procession turned in at the entrance to the Barelands. Mr.
Richmond Bliss made a psychological error.
"Take no notice," he cried, "of the cissies now entering the
ground. This is the place for men."
The first three words were hardly out of his mouth before the
thousands of heads turned away from him. Every demagogue ought
to go through a course of flirtation with a coquette in order to deal
with a crowd the more effectively. Mr. Bliss became annoyed, with
his many-headed love.
"Pay attention to me," he roared.
John was stepping out of the car. The Panthers of Peace formed
a cordon found the platform upon which Joe Gearie nimbly leaped.
He looked round and saw Mr. Bliss glaring at him. He turned red,
looked grim and opened his mouth. From that elastic cavern
emerged a yell in a high tenor, a note the like of which had never
been heard on the Barelands, a sound of a timbre that made the
bayings of Mr. Bliss the feeble crying of a Spartan infant on a
forgotten mountainside.
"John Klooner! John Klooner!" he yelled. "John Klooner is here
to speak to you! Gather round."
In obedience to Joe's previous instructions, the Panthers of Peace
followed up like a well-trained chorus.
"Klooner!" they shouted. "Klooner! Klooner!"
They dropped their voices on each ultimate syllable and made a
great pause between the shouts. It all sounded to the people exciting
and promising, especially as without drawing near, no one could
see exactly what was going on. There was one answer, the answer
Mr. Bliss did not want his audience to give. In a few seconds there
was no one at his platform save his own black-shirted cohort. His
eyes blazed, his fists clenched, his chest heaved, and he looked as
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